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In such a journey there was necessarily much interest J
both in renewing old memories and recording newj
but I never had such continuous bad health in travel-
ling as I have had during these nine weeks. On our
arrival at home I found a delightful letter from Mrs.
H. B. Stowe, whom I have never seen, addressing me
as her "dear friend."

It was during this journey that I, for the first
time, saw my future wife, at Rome. My eldest sis-
ter had married Mr. W. H. Bullock (now Mr. W.
H. Hall), of Six-Mile-Bottom, Cambridgeshire, and
they were on their wedding journey at Rome when
they happened to meet Mr. and Mrs. Lewes by
chance in the Pamfili Doria Gardens. They saw
a good deal of one another, and when I arrived,
with my mother and another sister, we went by in-*
vitation to call at the Hotel Minerva, where Mr.
Lewes had found rooms on their first arrival in
Rome. I have a very vivid recollection of George
Eliot sitting on a sofa with my mother by her side,
entirely engrossed with her, Mr. Lewes enter-
tained my sister and me on the other side of the
room. But I was very anxious to hear also the
conversation on the sofa, as I was better acquaint-
ed with George Eliot's books than with any other
literature. And through the dimness of these fif-
teen years, and all that has happened in them, I
still seem to hear, as I first heard them, the low,
earnest, deep, musical tones of her voice; I still
seem to see the fine brows, with the abundant au-
burn-brown hair framing them, the long head,
broadening at the back, the gray-blue eyes, con-
stantly changing in expression, but always with a
very loving, almost deprecating, look at my mother,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